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Abstract
Cal stared through the afternoon twilight of the high-ceilinged sheriff’s office at the white
court-order. He moved his heavy, old frame forward in the swivel chair and snapped the florescent
lamp...
Sheriff of Fremont County 
CAL STARED through the afternoon twilight of the high-ceilinged sheriffs office at the white court-order. 
He moved his heavy, old frame forward in the swivel chair 
and snapped the florescent lamp. He read the eviction 
order with squinted, watery-gray eyes. A weathered, 
wrinkled face, saddened; a heavy jaw tightly clenched, forc-
ing heavy, audible breaths through flared nostrils. Cal 
carefully folded the order, placed it in the breast pocket of 
his brown uniform, and swung around in the chair. 
Beyond the window the quiet wind rustled the elm trees 
on the court-house lawn. T h e restless leaves filtered the late 
afternoon sun into long, stabbing fingers of light reaching 
through the open window. He held his fleshy chin in a thick 
palm and stared at the dancing light on the marble floor. 
So they're finally evicting her, he thought. That pleasant, 
old widow barely scratching a living from a worthless farm 
for thirteen years, and now they want me to throw her off. 
Laboriously he pushed himself out of the chair and 
walked to the window in short, rigid steps. Cars glittering 
in the late sun drove slowly along the street surrounding 
the court-house lawn. Last minute shoppers rushed in and 
out of the stores being closed for the day by patient mer-
chants. A cordial, small-town atmosphere, mingled with 
warm, dry au tumn air, drifted through the window. It 
warmed the old man; as sheriff of Fremont county he felt 
himself the very center of the simple sincerity. 
A tall, lanky, red-haired deputy sauntered into the office. 
"Prisoner give you any trouble?" Cal asked in a gruff, 
deep voice from his position at the window. He didn' t have 
[27] 
28 Sketch 
to look to know who came, he knew the walk of the lanky 
deputy. 
"No, none at all," he said, shuffling through papers on his 
roll-top desk in the corner. "Everything's in order, Cal. Why 
don't you go home. Maybe you can get some sleep tonight, 
you sound tired." 
"I received a court order to evict Mrs. Dobson," Cal 
said slowly. The room was silent except for the old-man's 
heavy breathing. 
"Damn," the deputy whispered softly. 
Cal turned to look at the deputy. His face was grim, 
penetrating. Cal felt the eyes peering into him, searching 
for his thoughts, the same look all his deputies gave him 
lately. He felt the resentment bubble up from deep within 
him — felt the cascading anger. He pulled the hard-billed 
cap on his head and shuffled out the door. The flight of 
stairs was painful, tore the anger from his head, made him 
think of ten, twenty years before when the steps were easy. 
As he banged through the heavy door and shuffled across 
the lime-stone porch, the quiet, warm afternoon pressed 
against his chest, started the tickle — the tickle deep in his 
throat, the tickle that had racked his body in coughs for 
two years. He fought the tickle and trudged to his spot-
light-ornamented car. The shops around the square were 
closed, the town quiet, peaceful; the people drawn into their 
homes for supper, leaving the land alone with the quiet af-
ternoon sun and the tired sheriff. The land was safe with 
the sun, the sheriff. They had been there a long time — 
the sheriff, twenty years — keeping the land peaceful, safe. 
No one else qualified, no one else would run for the spot. 
They trusted him, loved him; yet, these past two years, 
he noticed them quietly watching him with penetrating 
eyes. He was tired; but old men get tired, that doesn't 
mean they're no good and can't keep the peace. 
At the car, the tickle demanded a cough, coughs that 
brought the white sun into his eyes, twisted his insides, 
choked his throat. Spittle on his chin, shaking hands, weak, 
tired. The car moved from the square; a broad avenue pro-
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tected by graceful limbs of elm unfolded in the growing 
dusk. Cal smelled the rich, pollen-filled, dry air of the mid-
western autumn. Tenderly, he watched the green leaves, 
browning grass and dusty, white houses glide past. He forgot 
the penetrating eyes that brought anger, the tiredness that 
ached in his legs. He thought of the land, the land that 
fought against him as he tried to grub enough from the 
hard, stubborn acres to feed and clothe his three children. 
T h e land he had given up in anger. He became a better 
sheriff than farmer, but he still loved the land. He used to 
walk across the green meadows and the cloddy fields of young 
corn. T h e tramps through the growing fields took his mind 
away from the nasty things a sheriff must do that some-
times forced him apart from others. Lately, his legs couldn't 
carry him across the clods and stubble. Being a sheriff be-
came difficult; it wasn't as easy to evict people from a 
meager farm or arrest people because they were hungry 
and wrote bad checks to still their growling stomachs. He 
used some of the money he and his wife saved, after their 
three strong-willed children grew up and went out on their 
own, to help people out of tight spots, until his wife made 
him stop. ' 'We'll need that for our old-age," she said. He 
never thought about the time when he wouldn't be sheriff. 
T h e people seemed to want him to remain forever; but, to 
still his graying wife, he quit using the savings. After that 
he tried other ways to help these people; that was when 
the quiet watching began and, when the coughing started 
— the penetrating eyes, the helpful deputies. After that he 
thought sometimes about getting away, quitting; but, except 
for arresting someone for stealing to obtain medicine for 
a sick child, he liked his job. A protector of the people, and 
they depended on him. 
Cal didn' t turn the emblemed car at his drive but con-
tinued down the tree-lined street, out of town. Out onto 
the narrow highway between rustling, yellow, corn stalks. 
T h e heavy blue-grass along the shoulder was murky-gray 
from the dust. Terr ib le business, this evicting of Mrs. Dob-
son. He didn' t want to lie awake through the hot, still 
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night thinking about it. Get it done now, go out and talk 
to her tonight. Nothing can be done, nothing can save her. 
He turned the car onto a narrow road recently smoothed 
and freshened by a yellow, crawling, belching maintainer. 
The headlights pierced the gloom of dusk and cast 
leaping shadows against the corn from the dusty hemp-
weed growing at the road-side. A few stars were visible, 
faint and small, in the blue, darkening sky and crickets 
filled the night with their musical, scratchy legs. Cal hud-
dled over the wheel, his paunchy stomach almost touching 
it, his puffy hands sweating from the tight grip. Cracked, 
weathered, unpainted farm buildings loomed along the 
road. A barren, hilly country. Poor, over-worked, not like 
the counties around with fertile, expensive land. Meager 
land, poor people. Hard workers, good-hearted people. He 
loved them all, liked to help when he could, hated turning 
them out. Kindly Mrs. Dobson, no family, no husband or 
children now; only friends, poor friends that couldn't help 
her. Renting her land for a half a poor crop, big garden, 
sewing for townspeople — anything to make a living — to 
remain independent; but now, a bloodless bank owns the 
land and he must evict her. 
Yellow lamplight blazed in the windows of the rickety 
two-story house as Cal pulled the car into the rutted lane. 
The house and buildings sat back from the road and were 
surrounded by trees. A black, clumsy silhouette against a 
pale, moonlit horizon. A dark bulging barn to the right 
of the house; to the left a long, narrow hog house; a chicken 
house filled with sleeping, licey chickens pinching their 
toes around worn, time-smoothed roosts; a garage, the 
rafters covered with bird-dung, along the sides, between 
the studdings; automobile parts, covered with rust and laden 
with powdery dust, saved by a thrifty, sickly husband. Two 
mongrel dogs yapped in the lane beside the house, the 
sound stretching across the silent, desolate plains. Cal 
pushed himself from the tight car, unsteady, slow. The ef-
fort started the tickling; coughing in deep spasms, he shuf-
fled on stiff legs across the hard dirt yard. The soft smell 
of late flowers, potted on the creaky porch, mingled with 
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the sweetness of third-cutting alfalfa stacked neatly beside 
the barn. T h e screen door, spotted with thick flies swung 
open, revealing a short, heavy woman in baggy jeans and 
girdled with a fed-sack apron. 
"Well, Cal, how are you?" Her voice was honeyed, friend-
ly, cracked. Pale lips over neat, false teeth became a smile, 
a laugh. "Come in, come in." She tenderly patted the 
stooped, heavy shoulder of Cal as he passed slowly beside 
her in the door. "It's good to see you, Cal. Sho! Sho! Oh, 
those pesty flies." She laughed in a chuckling almost 
clucking way, wiped her hands in her apron, nodded to-
ward a chair. "Cal, I still have some of that bourbon you 
liked so well last time you were out. Would you like some?" 
Breathing heavily Cal slumped into a frayed, worn chair. 
Somewhere in the back of the house a cat meowed. "No, no, 
I don't think so, Ida." T h e stale air of the musty house 
settled on his chest, brought the coughing — the lights 
flickered, spun. 
Ida waited, and then, "You don't look well, Cal?" Softly, 
seriously. 
"I 'm all right," he said tersely. How often he had heard 
that in the recent months. A man gets tired when he's old, 
that's all — just tired — doesn't mean he's through. Through. 
"You have a lot of responsibility, you should slow down 
a little. You know, Cal, you and I have been working for a 
long time." She turned her head toward the wall and 
stared at the dingy, faded rose pattern of the smudged 
wall-paper. 
She's talking about herself, he thought. He saw the sad, 
wistful eyes of the contemplating woman, saw the flicker-
ing, yellow flame behind the blackened, glass chimney. His 
legs ached. He wanted to r ub them until they stopped their 
torment. He wanted to r ub away the years, the woman's 
years — the years that trapped them both. 
"I haven't been able to raise the mortgage payment this 
year," she said quietly to the wall. "I suppose they'll be 
moving me off. I can't keep up anymore." Tears filled her 
eyes. "Is that why your here?" she asked, startled. "Cal?" 
T h e mist settled over the husks and the tired tenant 
32 Sketch 
farmer shuffled toward his tattered family and sparse sup-
per. The laborer put away his tools and trudged to his 
empty home. The people of twenty years marched through 
the gray cloud. Happy, content, disgruntled, despaired. 
Children of the peace. Poor, broken, rich, intact. The tired 
sheriff rubbed his legs and watched his friends. A stalwart 
tower of justice, an arm of democracy. Duty above feeling. 
An emotionless machine working for society, not needing 
personal desire; but now, a crippling cough, aching legs, 
unable to tell a gentle widow that she can no longer be in-
dependent. Unable to explain that she must be gobbled 
by the machine, rest in its care. 
"Cal?" Her voice reached across the musty room, the 
malestrom of realization. 
"Hmm?" 
"Did you come to serve eviction on me?" 
Cal heard a calf bleat far across the dry, moonlit hills. 
The cricket legs, for a moment gone, returned. A shattering 
silence on the harsh, lonely plains. 
"No, no — I wanted to see if you were all right." 
"I'm fine, just fine. Getting old and slow, I suppose; 
but I feel good. You can't ask for more than to feel good. 
The good Lord has been good to me —let me keep my 
health. Whatever else I lose, I reckon He's going to keep 
me healthy." 
"That's right, Ida. That's right. You know . . . sometimes 
we have to do things we don't like to do, but when a feller 
gets old they just don't seem so important." 
"Oh, fiddlesticks. You're a-talkin' nonsense. I think you 
need a drink." She bustled toward the kitchen, laughter on 
her sagging cheeks. 
Cal heard her humming in the kitchen, banging a cup-
board door, tinkling glasses. She's a simple woman — didn't 
understand at all. Shouldn't have tried to say it. She came 
to his chair and handed him the drink. The contentment 
of giving, doing, was on her face. The bourbon warmed his 
stomach. He twirled the glass in his hands, listened to the 
quiet of the mid-western night. His day was ended. He was 
happy the day was over, anxious to go home to a good 
supper, a soft bed. 
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T h e road was long, the car unruly. The lights of town, 
of home and bed, across the hills, remained far away. Out 
of the timber, dark and mysterious, the locusts chirped a 
song. Can't-keep-up-anymore. Can't-keep-up-anymore. T h e 
song he loved turned into hate by the new words. Forced 
words, despairing words. T h e yellowed eyes of the stark 
farmhouses, once warm, stared, penetrated into him. 
The eyes of his friends, friends that trusted him once. Won-
dering if he could keep up. No need to wonder any longer. 
The hard shell of protection, the inner sense of duty above 
feeling — gone. Changed by the years to softness, regret. 
Someone else could tell her she is finished, through. She 
knows it. Stubborn, maybe, not wanting to give in to the 
years, the toil, the hardship of independence. Has to be 
told she can't hold out against the young. Not bitter, not 
defiant. Only sad. Sad because the hardness of it took away 
the strength to remain. 
They'l l tell me soon. They'll tell me I'm too tired to 
continue. And I won't resent it, not anymore. The wonder-
ing eyes can't harm me now. Reluctant, yes, and ready. T h e 
narrow highway lay before him. Cold, unyielding. T o his 
right it stretched endlessly into time. T o his left, back into 
the quiet town he loved. A cozy fire, a warm bed. Friends 
who could remember his deeds. And the sheriff of Fremont 
county turned left and went home. 
— Roger Cronse, Sc. Jr. 
TO A CRUSHED CARNATION 
You lie there in the dust, 
A derelict from some wedding, dinner or death. 
You, who were once a potential souvenir, 
T o be pressed between pages of some forgotten book, 
Are now but a mangled, fallen flower — 
A crushed white carnation, on the floor 
Among the cigarette butts. 
— James Wickliff, Sc. Grad. 
